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Poem. 

"TCftQ, Beetlcback," my royal 
I, master went on, "were the 
green ribbon of 8t. fad aught 
to you — and a pension — it were 
yours and if you could set right 
this mess in which our idiot son 
is e'en now— ttlbat say you?" 
"tiaron Spiderlegs," quoth I, 
*-* " would be a valuable ally. 
Ris support to the throne would 
profit your son. Hs to the 
Duchess de Dragonflies, — who 
knows? — it may be her maiden 
fancy will incline toward the 
Baron; if there be no hot-bead- 
ed knight errantry to interfere." 
"tleetleback," broke in the 
*-* monarch, "the Baron may 
fricassee the Duchess, the Duke 
and all their kith and kin, pro- 
vided you can bring back our 
chuckle-headed son and heir with 
a whole skin!" 

iy| ounting an ambling palfrey, 
/ *■ X betook me to the Barons 
castle, and my request for a 
parley was at once acceded to. 
Ole held converse through the 
bars of the portcullis. 



Xn brief, X stipulated for the 
Prince with skull uncracked; 
he for the king's blessing upon 
his union with the Duchess— 
"who," he added, "has ordered 
stewed leverets with wine-sauce 
for the wedding breakfast." 
Che pact was made. 
T^be Prince and X rode back to 
^ the capital, surrounded by 
maidens throwing garlands of 
flowers, and hailing him as the 
rescuer of the distressed. 
T^be Duchess retired to her 
^ own palace, and busied her- 
self over her trousseau, sending 
impudent cartels to her im- 
patient bridegroom— to whom, 
however, she was soon happily 
wedded. 

Hnd thus was the Duchess 
rescued. Co which plain 
unvarnished tale, X pledge the 
faith of one who in exile and 
old age writes without fear or 
favor of monarch or man. 

Verily— such is the valor of 
Princes, and the fact that 
underlies the fairy tale. 
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Clarence Rawhes. 
Out on the hush steal little waves of sound, 
lagged and broken, sad and incomplete; 
Hnd faintest melodies not grand or sweet, 
But full of doubt, with minor chords around. 
Chen on the air there floats a deeper sound, 
Hnd flows the harmony in surer beat; 
But like poor human lives when half complete 
Xt dies and chaos reigns. Hgain 'tis found. 
JStow rise the strains to an elysian height 
Cleaving to form and harmony and law, 
Rushing through years and aeons as a day, 
Xt dies, again is found, "Let there be light." 
Loud swell the strains as hammer beats of Chor 
Hnd on creation smiles the infant day. 
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